AMONG    OTHERS	25
paths which could be bicycled over. Nor have I
since discovered a more sensuously exquisite form of
motion than, when, free-wheeling downhill through
a firwood on a September evening, you sink effortless
through pockets of warmth stored beneath the trees
into the faint chill of autumn in the open glade, and
back into the lingering warmth among the fir-trees
again. But seldom indeed, if ever, on foot or bicycle
did I voyage five miles from my own front door.
Save that in my nursery days, when my grand-
mother came to stay at Crowthorne, as a rare and
expensive treat she would hire Mr. Lovick, the
proprietor of the village cab, for a half-crown drive;
and she and her companion, or sometimes my
mother, and I would drive for an hour and a half
at an average speed of about seven miles an hour up
the Ridges and home by Yately or the Nine Mile
Ride. As the hour approached for Mr, Lovick to
fetch us, I would run continually to and fro to our
gate to see whether the stately Victoria had turned
the corner by the post office yet. There was some-
thing at once majestic and soothing about those
drives. Rhythmically the hoofs clop-clopped, and
the white dust rose behind us, and only once did Mr.
Lovick's horse lie down in the road to rest, and
even then he was persuaded to rise and resume the
journey, obviously refreshed, after not much more
than five minutes. And my grandmother would lean
back, with her black and white parasol spread out
to shield her from the sun, and survey the slowly-
passing scenery and remark at intervals, "That is
very pretty now"; and I would lean over to watch
the wheels go round or occasionally be allowed to

